This artists' text examines the relationship between photographic images and Massively Multiplayer Online (MMO) environments. We note that such scripted image worlds necessitate a fundamental reconsideration of the capacities of image, its formation, reproduction, storage and circulation. As an archaeologist would document an excavation, extending conventional methods through 3D visualization technology to work in new ways with the archaeological record, we chose to document a world built and razed digitally by a now dormant group of anonymous gamers called the Yung Cum Bois (YCBs). We turn to some definitions of griefer as a subcultural phenomenon within online culture to attempt to contextualize our involvement some more, thinking through the forms of image-gathering that grief play has generated, such as scripted object attacks where image-objects spawn and self-replicate, continually spurting out copies of themselves, lagging the region, slowing down frame rates, consuming land resources. Here we witness images blockading network logistics. This was active fieldwork. We got involved. We applied visualization technology learnt from archaeological computing research to the avatars, temporary structures and abandoned ruins of an online world, Second Life (SL). We patched together a kind of virtual photogrammetry, enabling the monumentalization of avatars, objects and scenarios, recompiling these into new configurations and uploading them freely to be reused, detourned and weaponized by our virtual friends. 2 We situate this endeavour within a cobbled history of imaging technology, the networked self and its pathologies, riffling through our own image dump. Here.
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photography are infested with ghosts and the dead that refuse to die, with remembrances that are continually over-registered by the photographic trace.
In 1863 François Willème patented an apparatus for turning photographs into sculpture. This largely forgotten device was one of the many curious machinic assemblages beached by the positivist wave of technological innovation we see as characteristic of the nineteenth century. Willème's project does not use the serial, cinematic model familiar from Muybridge, but instead spatializes multiple, synchronous images. Shots angled at 360 o around a central subject are aggregated as system. Outlined sequentially into clay, cut turn by turn, a set of silhouettes produces a statuette: the sum of the profiles. Willème's work provides an antecedent for photogrammetry and 3D prototyping, arguably even prefiguring parallel processing and providing an ancestor for the information model. Photogrammetry gathers image into gestell. Grammatization is a privileging of calculation: we delegate our synthetic capacities to the algorithm. Our material histories shift. One characteristic of 3D modelling applications is the production of a hollow body, something akin to Walter Benjamin's description of the discarded fetish -second nature -a reified, dead world. Data take on a new presence as skin: a digital flaying or appropriation.
Data capture is a form of spoliation, a stripped asset.
Decimation and interpolation succeed literary modes of interpretation and translation. Computational methods are without qualitative agency, methods of numerical management, piloted feedback loops.
bots don't cry.
i know you're fucking yourself on an alt 5 let me in
We turn to our current stories of photography. A flash flood of photographs incorporated into cybernetic systems, insubstantial shadows and embodied desires, real bodies and virtual presence, narcissus and technocracy: a networked emotional life spelled out largely through the grammar of pictures, supplemented by a dwindling number of characters or as looped six-second vines. The ghosts that are haunting us here are not indicating towards a future death but point their index finger at an anxiety of a death in the now -a dearth of relevance, of hits, of likes, of social visibility, a lack of reticular legibility and thus of techno-social obsolescence. Photography here can be understood as a technological practice for modulated behavioural selfsurveillance, a technology of the self that is perpetually mobile and subject to increased flexibility. The networked image requires critical questions of format, algorithm, data management and search engines, epistemologies of search, the production of subjectivity in the apparatus of the social networks and ideologies of sharing and generating content. A pathological ideology of individuation and participation. This image, spread across vectors, buoyed by diverse affective jolts and crashes, is to be understood within a particular set of cultural frameworks as well as within technical paradigms.
A programme running in the background, a Daemon, performs actions without conscious user interaction, monitoring, or logging notifications, and with them repressed memories, primal urges and unconscious habits are traced out. It is always active, always there. We ourselves are overclocked, tooled into a system that works faster than our synapses. The network overheats, our nervous systems overload. We are burnt out, subject to visual trauma. Green flashing triangles appear on the screen; 6 dancing pixels indicate failures of memory. Push it harder and black circles knock us offline. Apotropaic blobs indicate the entire OS crashing. At this point reason collapses into redundancy.
Physiological autonomics produce sociocultural automatism -habits, gestures, speech acts. We feel the incorporation of knowledge into the body, the restructuring of nerves and brain. Technological automatisms -predictive text, browser history: these are the technical traces databased to generate our intentions, predict our futures.
Narrative as a function of probability.
In this scenario there is an unparalleled opportunity to meet and talk with everyone on the globe instantaneously. Amidst this utopia, a democracy of users adding their voice to an affirmative chorus of self-love and friending, there are numerous shadows lurking. For every 'share' we might say there is an 'un-share' (even if there is no button for that function); for every communication there is a spam (the majority of e-mail content on the web); for every comment board there is a troll (the deceptive manipulator of language and identity); for every kind word there is a flaming comment (the demonstration that communication is never 'friction-free'); for every interactive possibility there is a griefer (waiting to drink your delicious tears).
We are extolled to increase / accumulate our social capital into digitized and monetized structure: the structure of friending as the accumulation of a certain 'friendship capital' -merely one offshoot of 'human capital', a utilization of the general intellect as framework for a new economy of relations. foreclosures occur. We can no longer gloss over the wound of antagonism.
We get kicked from chat. Scapegoated, our exile a remedy for the group.
Alongside shunning, blocking, muting, de-rendering -the ex-communcations at hand -there are virtual expropriations; the banhammer falls; our home can no longer be found. Creative work here is at the mercy of the platforms hosting us; at stake in risking a ban is loss of inventory, loss of content, loss of 'home'. Possession of a digital asset we note is actually a permission to access. Revokable without recourse. 8 We exiled them for being a piece of shit Kill meee now youtube automated subtitle error: dead world = global A history lesson of the present. Post-Fordism arrives as that which operates as a model of lean production that listens closely to the whims of the market it discerns through informational-linguistic technology. Records of sales and the monitoring of opinion, rather than policy or planning, is what commands production. Commodities keep in touch with the factory through a vast array of reticular feedback devices that inform the production process as to just what needs to be made. Rigidity, specialization, and overproduction are the mortal sins of this developed just-in-time economy. Mobility, connectivity, adaptability and flexible responsiveness are the new forms of grace. This leads to the emergence of a contemporary catechism: To keep in touch is divine. The establishment of connections is a particular form of enabling production, be that inter-subjective -our warm human relations -or between consumer patterns and factory. A language of self-management. A communicative governance.
The communicative sphere, far from being a public realm, becomes a specifically productive realm. Techno-linguistic managerial organization is a world apart from that which keeps open the door to social freedom. Linguistic connectivity is accompanied by a self-regulating irrational exuberance; happiness and fulfilment are the expected emotional 'tone' -an horizon that guides our actions. The cultural super-egoic injunction is not merely to be 'good' but to be a 'friend' who is totally 9 stoked to link you with a hashtag. In the words of John Kelsey we are afflicted by a dis-ease of metropolitan togetherness.
In this world of intensified semio-info-sensual overload, as Bifo Beradi notes, the human organism has a tendency to turn to simplification to survive: with smoothed psychological responses and constantly repackaged affect. Faster feeling without complication. Contractions of affect define the emotional life of the network.
Without the time for an adequate 'elaboration of emotions' this life is one that attempts a friction-free experience of perpetual positivity and euphoria but is plagued by panic, depression and anxiety.
Engulfed, engulfing and enflamed.
We might say that our capacity to communicate and to interrelate becomes subject not only to measurement but also to formatting -a managed mode of encounter (where the battle is over the correct and legitimate tone of communication).
This situation is one of a libidinal economy -where there is a play on our cathexes to objects and each other, whilst the perpetually lacking aspect of desire is enforced. Here there is a grammatization of gesture and memory -a making discrete of knowledge and action from the body to the reproductive social machine; the abstraction of the subject to the user, a sinking of agency into the glacial flatness of the profile. The driving force of this communicative economy is both a harnessed libidinal force (the simple desire for contact, belonging and encounter) and the alienation of cognitive labour and affect, an exteriorization of feelings and memory, of know-how and solidarity, diffused into the virtual space of connective castration.
Or, using the terms of Bernard Stiegler, in the current stage of control societies where subjects are not enclosed in the factory but 'modulated' in the network, there is distinct work on our 'neurochemical activity' as well as on our 'neurobiological substrates of memory and knowledge' -a scenario not only of society, industry and biopolitics but also of the 'psychopolitical' and the 'industrial economy of memory'.
The reticular network as site of uppers and downers, then.
A labour where forgetting is not part of a grieving process, but part of our feelgood mnemo-affective-proletarization.
We find ourselves in a post-community where emotional life is a formatted component, with connection and connectivity defined as a 'functional relationship'a clear model of productivity. The network here can be seen as extimate (Lacan's conflation of complete intimacy and absolute exteriorization). It is against this that Kelsey asks us to consider what worth there might be in returning to Baudelaire's aesthetics of disgust, the re-affirmation of spleen as that resistant affect that remains while all others are put to productive labour. Spleen, he notes, is an affect that refuses employment and formats. It is a way of thinking of a distinct 'otherness' within communication, a splenetic move beyond the abstraction of 'profile', a mode that both radically disconnects and works to erode hierarchies. This most Baudelairean affect is one that already shadows our networked existence; it is one explicitly connected to narratives of online behaviour deemed as emotional pathology and deviant conduct. he started putting python eggs everywhere like it was php 11 One figuration of online spleen is the griefer, a phenomenon within the massive multiplayer online role playing game -from World of Warcraft to Minecraft to Call of Duty. The griefer as a term is one that arises in most discussions as a figure in the context of play, that supposedly purposeless activity, that supposed suspension of work. The video game is a distinct cultural form, a mass medium, a post-cinematic technology of immersion. Gaming is a famously uncivil culture, defined by action: to play rather than to read. Game spaces are a new agora: public, political, spaces of affect, belonging and foreclosure.
The griefer is one who engages in play and yet refutes the codes of conduct that most online players operate within, a figure of ruination who refuses the particular conduct of networked emotional life, of reticular goals and targeted activity.
The griefer is often described as one who adopts a style of play, grief play.
Some characteristics:
A refusal of friendship; a classic form of grief play is to kill your team, or prevent them from achieving their in-game goals. A post-convivial act. Impersonation, deception, a violation of identity and personal(ity) verification.
Purposeful incompetence and the willed failure of a capacity to fulfil sharedimposed objectives; derailments of targeted, programmable action.
Destroying, spawning, crashing and blocking: a purposeful destruction of the objects of others, or the construction of objects that destroy goal achievement; the constructed failure of duty.
To cause distress intentionally; to explicitly refuse happiness (especially that of others).
To interfere with the suspended fantasmatic moment of a role play (to fuck with my moment). 12 To spam, flame, troll, burn, hack.
To find exploits in both the software and the social relation.
To scam, copy, copybot, reduplicate, non-affiliate, loosen propriety ties… To violate moral codes.
To build that which is not… correct.
To remind us all that internet=serious business.
Not to ruin the game but to ruin your game.
Ad hominen as a lifestyle.
Griefing is the formula of immeasure. Hilarious dyspeptic dismeasure. A keen disposition towards schadenfreude, otherwise known as lulz. If we are pacified into the systematic delegation of our analytical functions to an involuntary, algorithmic pathway, then the hubristic griefer exploits the intervals, opens the possibility of catastrophe, winds you up, lets you down, confounds you. Hubris, says Stiegler, is the origin of every kind of singularity. Hubris, in Greek hybris, is the intentional use of violence to humiliate or degrade. The connotation changed over time, and hubris came to be defined as overweening presumption that leads a person to disregard the divinely fixed limits on human action in an ordered cosmos. Grief-play, we say, is a form of hubris in an algorithmic cosmos.
With the griefer we hear of malign behaviour, of the hurting, disheveling and humiliation of the average gamer through the bending/breaking/exploitation of loops or holes in game world software, keeping open wounds in the social texture of a community, to exploit the social code. Inflicting trauma on others. We hear of meat grinder tactics, chokepoints and killstreaks. Stream-sniping. Metagaming.
An historical context is provided by Gabriella Coleman who situates the griefer within the online practice known as trolling -the art of deception and communicative 13 misdirection. Against the practice of having a verifiable identity and a clear intention, trolling can be understood within Coleman's terms as an online practice that performs a linguistic spectacle rather than a productive encounter: replacing consensual, bordered, reasoned debate with actions outside of the range of common conduct. No utopia of use, not happy hacking as thinly veiled consumption.
No semionauts strutting the digital streets and its mal(l)ware.
We find antagonism without aim, struggle without overcoming, division without an eye on resolution, two persistently not becoming one. The aim of generalized and monetized moral well-being replaced with chaos or formless-ness. A formal contentless crime to the network of feeling. A refusal of measure, a refutation of counting.
Nothing is more fundamentally challenging to someone -perhaps a model of social identity known as a dividual operating as a programmed slave in a cybernetic network -than crying over a video game.
Monsters demonstrating logics.
To turn to a pre-Internet writer who knows about transgressions within play, Georges Bataille reminds us that nothing is more serious than a communication transformed 15 into burning words on a page, that moment when the fantasmatic solidity of identity liquiesces into a flux between states. Perhaps a user profile or an accumulation of points transformed, tears to be drunk by a squad of goons. take the house apart, take the pets apart low hanging fruit gives me no joy You cant really grief a dead world can you?
Naah just pick at its bones furries, neckbeard trannies, memers, mutant goons, blender nerds, ageplayer vampire families, femboys, shopaholics, fashionistas, the brazilians, hairy gay hulks, linden alts, stalkers, breedables, botox lip findommes, unfunny YouTubers, banbox collectors, undertales, cloacas, bling, woodburies, mesh butts, boob physics, latex bondage ponygirls, gfx crashers, copybutters, anticopybutters, anti-anti-copybutters, anti-griefers, sandbox- Here we are confounded by anthropomorphisms, confused and ruptured groupings, newspeak. It is this ground we choose for our idling spot. A pathologized space where salty edgelords hang out in a parking lot.
A timeless zone, for each return the same game plays out.
Employment here is in collapse. We work nights on the meat counter at virtual Walmart. Paid in lulz and emoticons. There are bots on the tills. How shall we organize? Our sleep is destroyed.
Scripts are read and re-worked, parts acted out and upon. Words, worlds, offence and offensives, commons and division: all these played out in a dead-end game world, a simulated world oblique to the sprawled junkspace of selfies and networked profiles.
Why did we venture into this tarpit? To see whether photogrammetric models were being deployed in world. We found few: one content creator producing kitsch artefacts and cultural heritage models compiled from crowd-sourced photographs and sold for profit inworld. We stayed anyway, to learn about low-poly modelling, gameready assets in a broad vernacular community of content creators. Who does the best builds? In our humble opinion, The Goons. We meet each other as avatars. We are invested, literally, in the production of identities, piloted images. We live in hollow objects, exoskeletal shields: an Aegis, that which we hide behind. The occupation of a model is an enarmoured position, first call in defending our RL identity against the ignominy of doxing, the posting of our personal information online, the fear of exposure.
I sexually identify as an Attack Helicopter
The exteriority of the world used to define the body. What do we come up against now? The haptics of inworld bumps and pushes. Is damage on? Virtual worlds exteriorize mental contents, play out a cultural unconscious, accumulate and combine into Hades. Digital objects here are revenant, zombie, inhabited, occupied.
What's in the shell? Yokai? Kami? Is there anybody there?
The avatar may be occupied, may be idle. It's a sleeper, its presence logs chat.
The avatar is a lumpen dead profile, but the body, the camera and the voice may separate. We can disentangle our senses from the body. We may listen from the camera position, some sort of synaesthesia. Voice hacks allow those so disposed to ventriloquise an object, or to speak from one avatar while their own, innocuously, sits idle. Seemingly unoccupied but present, cycling through automated gestures, life-like animations. Away from keyboard (AFK) we forget ourselves online.
An avatar is an investment. A player may spend months working on their ava, buying a body, skin, clothes, gestures and props, building presence, structuring feeling. We may each figure a multitude. My main, my alts, my throwaway accounts.
What seems a multiplicity of characters may be the alts of one player, or one avatar may be inhabited by various people with a shared log in, a lesson we learnt from 19 Julian Dibbell's 1993 essay 'A rape in cyberspace'. Identities kaleidoscope, fracture and cohere; roles are played out, souls are ripped out. We are banned, we return freshfaced, re-gendered.
I got through 5 accounts already this month I love when they die I love when they vanish and people forget about them so I can be someone else
The third person in this space is always referred to as 'them', not only are 'they' plural but we see here a clear refusal to assign gender with a pronoun. In this cumming community we are reminded that the antimony of the individual and the universal has its origin in language. The avatar disguises the nature of the game. The shell is just one aspect of the organism's morphology; it is the aspect most available to study, the dried material secretion of the gamer. We took up conchology. We made virtual photogrammetric models of the idle avatars of the YCBs, congealing in each mesh their attached attributes and parts. We uploaded them and populated the world with husks and shells, mis-shapen doppelgangers. We learnt to animate them with scripts, twitching and deforming. We invented a form of virtual photogrammetry. What we did here is to harden and form the shapes of our 20 imagination, the surfaces we uploaded and collected and compiled into an avatar, a mood board, a space, a sim. The images overlap and stick together like we've spilled milk on them. Photogrammetry necessitates that we shoot profligately, not framing an image but seeking to cover everything, over and over and over. Imbricated like the scales of a fish. The gestell can be useful to thinking about an apparatus: not a machine or a tool, but a total system within which we inhabit. A representational space as field; this dump as our agora. The world as image dump.
Image dump as a gathering, as apparatus, as social field shot through with pictures.
As images we wander.
Modes of imaging and modes of interaction; from the split cocoon of the photographic oozes the somatic body.
We spawn. We assemble. An image community that police against an influx of newcomers with images that exceed moral computation. A world without valour.
Trolls against white knights.
Georg Simmel talks of the difference between bridges and doors in the world.
While the bridge may connect parts that would otherwise be unconnected, the door is that which may be opened, providing access but also exclusion. Images as doors, then.
Opening and shutting. Granting access or denying inclusion to a troll dwelling.
Images are scavenged and reworked: remediations that exceed contexts, that render directions null. Attenuated de-identified image flow as semio-linguistic bond of the anons.
Sauce? 23 We see the logic of this image dump furthered in the YCB and Goon-culture of Second Life. The images are dumped, bonds are created, worlds are spatialized.
Images are imported, activated, spammed. Image veils code, a life raft upon the seething Matmos. Russian dolls and wrappers. A logic of photographic calumny as images are weaponized and transformed from a flow in a chain to a movement against taste or decrees of acceptability. This logic is one that defines image-board culture also, a flow of images that bond but also that reject; the normalcy of the average luser will self-eject when spending too long in the swamp. A similar logic governs the builds of the Goons. A spitting out of tropes and redirecting stereotypes into traumatic instances: the dreamwork of the monstrous id, the super-egoic laughter at the self's failure to produce the goods.
We're gonna suck the memes out of you Vernacular use of 3D modelling in online multiplayer environments disrupts conventions of artistic and social production, governance and copyright. We can trace the Pathos formula of a model, wrapped in a Universally Unique Identifier (UUID), generating a new 128-bit number with each saved iteration. We make a model of an avatar, drop a copy in world, someone adds a red nose, another cuckold horns, we model it again now, copies are taken, rezzed in another sim, dressed with hats, scaled huge, posed with lewdly. Images get posted on 4Chan. Fame, then the thread dies.
Original poster (OP) is a fag. What we have witnessed is a small example of the movement of networked data, expressed in hits and surges. What it does is not so much transport image or object, but connect nodes.
Game world environments play out the achievement of goals and rewards 24 through digital labour in ways that have been said to compensate those disenfranchised and unemployed IRL. In SL we drive a customized Maserati into the swimming pool. Our pneumatic boobs have their own physics. We throw shapes, the extravagant outline of aspiration. We exercise our entrepreneurial freedoms in the marketplace. We wear bling, play the slots, shop for exclusive designer gear and live in a Le Corbusier house gated behind ban lines, protected by a security orb, on a private island with our family, breedable pets and a choice of functioning cocks. Our perfect lives. But this happy 'good life', our own private idyll, is disrupted one day by truculent and provocative actions. Our private erotic roleplay (ERP) is interrupted by hyena laughter. Our happiness reverts. Objects start moving on their own. The sky is filled with offensive images. Chat is spammed: llGiveInventory(child, Name); } } Execute the script. We encounter something like image metastasis, mediatic spectacles choreographed for the Lulz to purposefully exhaust and enrage. Traumatic and violent photographic images are mobilized and performed alongside old memes and cartoons. Particle scripts, an old toy, may be used to conjure dense clouds of images that proliferate to obscure the surroundings of the user, spamming them, making it difficult to navigate the environment, strangling the stream, causing grief. It is a collage medium that disrupts the convivial: automated image as blockade to dividualized avatar. Neither a window nor a map, it is a cloud, a wall, a barricade, a brickbat.
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A blinding swarming spawning.
Images not to show but to slow and stall.
Image dump as image spam. In post-renaissance accounts the image becomes a window onto the world, a thing that is 'seen through'. This method is supplanted by assaults on perspective and legibility that define much twentieth-century practice.
Here, in SL, the practice of collage as that which disrupts, or as that which connects what is otherwise unconnected continues. The image takes on a haptic quality refusing distance or control, an impression of photographic technics. Images refusing frames, refusing pictures, image dump as refuse and refusal: midden as heat producer, steaming excitation. Benjamin talks of an image with an impact -of the hybrid photomontage with a ballistic quality, a projectile force that happens to us. We liken this recent movement in the assault of images in virtual worlds -the self replicating object, the particle script -as both technique of spam and of photomontage.
To think of these scripted image-objects as photomontage we need only turn to Find the exploits, 'opening the floodgates' so to speak, to overburden the system and eventually lead to its failure. For instance, a flood of images on cubes consisting of many duplicates raised at once, which all begin to process scripts, placing massive demand on the asset server. It all basically functions in the same way a conventional Distributed Denial of Service (DDOS) might work; overload the system and force it to slow down to a halt. As we understand, little bugs still allow 29 that to work; for example, java engines that have not properly coded limits to infinite calculations. Images or textures are utilized in an asset crasher to disrupt the medium; the communicational vector between the server and the local computer. A texture map is an image applied or mapped onto the surface of a shape or mesh, usually stored in a instance, may be filled with gigabytes of texture memory and a simple script for cycling through image files superfast. Drag click to make them larger, the sim will stutter. Link them together and it crashes the server, or freezes frames in the sim. Zero Eventually, one way or another, all lover's tokens and silhouetted medallions whether by intent, ritual deposition or accident, end up in the trash. This stinking heap is a ground of radical indeterminacy. Our cultural safety markers slide seamlessly into the cess-pool. We lose our context. The archaeology here is one of unknowable 30 intentions, unproveable knowledge, dreamworlds and intuition. Positions are inflammatory, flaunted, contradicted, expressions of revanchist resentment. The griefer plays with anathema, prods at tolerance with a rainbow bayonet. Nothing is what it seems. What it seems is in our heads. We have to make up our own minds.
That is something.
The image dump is stratified redundancy, a site of scavenging misanthropy, of unintendable cognitions and contingent fabulations. One dip in the poisoned water reveals the mnemo-artefacts we call stereotypes -that is, automatic habits and volitions -profaned into traumatypes; intensified, glistening, things to be repressed or expressed in symptoms and fantasies, executed inworld, to grief.
Poison and cure. 'Sup? We joined the YCBs around the campfire roasting marshmallows, at Christmas
2015.
We build around a hearth. Drawing in. Casting shadows, tracing affect. Heaping mounds of refuse into the dark around us. Living in a midden of unindexed files and hot drives.
We saw the campsite razed, the land get developed into Walmart where we worked nights on the meat counter and were eventually promoted to security. We turned bad and went on a few raids. Got parcel-banned and permafrozen.
All in this together.
Things were happening fast. IRL expropriations were taking place on our doorstep. We recorded those buildings in 3D and uploaded the models. We started to talk to the YCBs IRL. The prophets were calling the end times: purge, ban. We began to record: inworld snapshots, screen grabs, transcribed chat logs, voice recordings. By
March the ship was sinking, rats on the deck.
Poop went down the chute forever. 32 Out of the debris we constructed poems. We asked our friends to read them. We asked them for their scripts and made our own images fly and bounce. We are making videos.
So this is something, out of a churned sea of associations.
A ventriloquy of voices, a concatenation.
We call it Conflictual Circulation, and we end with your reading it now. Finitude as horizon line.
Self-contradiction as obstacle.
Enemies as props to mask non-absolute inconsistency
Ladies and Gentlemen; We got 'em.
Or him, or you.
Identity predicated by an enemy who veils the failure of 'I'.
Immanent disintegration displaced and projected.
I am our hatred of others.
Defeats that bring us to the truth. Puff-Puff.
Unlink.
Unlike. This is not the right place, but nobody wanted us. 39 Idiocy as ignorance of community.
Those that know not the town square but only the navel.
Paradoxes of cellspace
Doxxing matter of bordered civility.
Privacy and privation.
Backdoor exploits.
Explicit facial.
Vampiric relations.
I remember you.
Bunched vectoral parasites.
Exploits between community and attention.
V.
Language as the placeholder of negativity.
Ethics as the home of the voice.
Words as the death of thought.
To come journeying through black air, good. 40 
